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" I had never seen you before, but I wanted to know
if you had seen me before," he said. " But how could
you have seen me if I did not see you? " he asked,
smiling.

" In lots of ways. You might have been looking the
other way, for instance."

"In lots of ways. That's it. In lots of ways. I
might have been asleep." He seemed to relish his
mystery.

(< Will you have a drink ? " he asked suddenly.

" I think every place is shut."

He fished in his coat pocket and produced a half
bottle of brandy.

"There's a coffee place still open where the drivers
go. We can drink this there if you like."

I hesitated.   I was not dressed as an officer.

"All right."

The dingy cafe was not far from the bridge. I
ordered two Turkish coffees and two glasses.

"At least the coffee is on me/' I said as he poured
out the brandy. '' That's enough. Really.''

" I'll show you how to drink this stuff," he said, and
poured himself out a full tumbler.

"SantS."

ff A la votre."   He drank deeply.

"What's your name?"

"Paris."

" How old are you ?''

" Twenty-one," he said.   " How old are you ? "

"Twenty-six.   Do you work in Damascus? "

" I used to. But now I work in Beirut. I have only
come here to see my mother. To-morrow I shall return
to Beirut." He swallowed another gulp of brandy. His
face was flushed and his fingers writhed nervously.